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The water dropped silently on his face, and though it was warm, it cooled his fragile body down slowly. He didn 
‘t even shiver, though the bathroom window was open and the cold air of the winter night filled the room. The 
small blade ventured around in his hand while he stared motionlessly into the room, the water melting his 
make-up and changing the black lines into long strains running down his pale cheeks. His black curls were wet 
and shiny of the water, but he still sat motionless, his stare laying on the letter he had put on the table of 
the Hotel room. Tears blurred his tired eyes, dripping off his lashes, while he heard himself humming the song 
that crossed his mind. "Ever felt away with me? Just once that all | need.. entwined in finding you one day..." 
Only a few hours ago, he had to play this song onstage for the last time of his life. And during the first 
chords, he had realized it was the last time. Not able to fight back the tears, he had started crying onstage, 
facing the fact that he heard her voice singing this one special song for the last time ever. His humming voice 


broke into tears, and he curled himself up under the shower, his clothes getting wet completely, panting in 


sobs. His trembling hands softly caressed the razor, lifting the blade up with two fingers, staring at its grace 
in disbelief and pain. The metal sparkled beautifully, and through his tear-blinded eyes, it glanced back at him 
with her eyes, the same bright shine within He tried to smile back at her eyes when he realized it was just 
the razor, a sharp, small blade, that not a trace of her beauty and grace was to be found on the metal, and 
he burst into tears again, sobbing and now shivering even harder as before. The young man took a deep 
breath through his clenched jaws, and squeezed his eyes when the blade touched his skin, heated up by the 
warmth of his hands, although he was freezing while he sat under the warm waterfall. As the sharp iron cut 
his arm, he breathed sharply, trying to ignore the aching pain when the water ran into the wound that got 
bigger with every moment he drew the blade along his arm. Blood ran out of the deep wound, painting the 
water almost black. He breathed heavily, tears of pain, fear and hate running down his cheeks, his lungs aching 
due to the heavy sobs, and the pain on his arm got worse and worse with every second. The knocking on the 
door didn't bother him, and as it got louder, he just shook his head as if he could get lost of it this way. 
Silence filled the room for some moments, but then, a heavy knock echoed through his apartment and he 
winced, the blade cutting deep into his wrist, blood splattered out of the wound A scream left his mouth and 
he heard his heart beating inside of his head, the blood pulsating in his ears, slowly drifting away and losing his 
consciousness. He didn't hear the voice of the woman anymore, as she opened the door and entered the room, 
he already had passed away. 

A loud scream in his ear and a sudden ache on his cheek brought him back to life. Slowly, he opened his eyes, 
blinking and rolling them, the flash light being too bright for the first moments of his awakening sight. Another 
slap hit his face and he lifted up his eyelids, staring directly into the green eyes of the woman he had written 
the letter to. Tarja was in tears, but her eyes were glowing almost red in anger and incredulity, not able to 
believe what he had done to himself. She didn't take the courage to slap his face again, or she just felt sorry 
for him, he wasn't quite aware of it, but he could tell she was terribly pissed off with him and his actions. 
“Tuomas Holopainen, what the hell you think you are doing to you?" she screamed and his ears almost started 
to bleed due to her loud voice. He tried to sit up and recognized he laid on the floor of the bathroom, his 
clothes wet and cold, but he failed his try to raise up and broke onto the wet ground again. Right now, he 
started to feel the cold and the air like freezing needles in the deep wound, and he cursed her for waking him 
up, only making him feel even more pain. "Stay down," she shouted, "Or, for all sakes, | will tie you up!" He 
obeyed her, knowing that she would do what she had said if he moved. The young woman grabbed a bath towel 
and wrapped it around his bleeding arm, tears still running down her white cheekbones. She pressed the towel 
on his wound, causing him to clench his jaws and breath sharply in pain, as the material turned red within 
seconds. Quickly, she grabbed another towel and pressed it on the wound, the same anger within her strength 
as before. He screamed out in pain as she pushed the towels onto his skin again, tears filling his eyes. "Why 
are you doing this to me?" he sobbed, staring into her eyes which were still burning in rage, but he could see 
she was worried. Terribly worried. "Why.." she grabbed the towels and threw them aside- "| am doing this... 
her cold fingers closed around his wounded wrist and he screamed out again- ".to you?" Her green eyes dug 
into his, and he was shocked by the sight of her rage. She could barely believe what he had done. "I am doing 
nothing to you," she then shouted. "You are trying to kill yourself and | am saving your life, that’s what | am 
doing!" "But | dont want you to save mel" he cried, his voice trembling. "Dont you see anything? Notice 
anything? How blind can you be?"She glared at him with a threatening look in her eyes. "You won't kill yourself, 
Tuomas, | will stop you every time you try." She hissed. "And now- get up and move!" He bit his lip while 
trying to stand on his feet which were shaky due to his massive blood loss. But then, she wrapped her arm 
around his chest to make sure he wouldn't fall, and she led him into the room, their feet leaving wet, bloody 


footprints on the bright carpet. She sat him down on the bed and put her hands on his shoulders, her 
fingertips almost digging into his skin "I'll get you some clothes and you don't move, understood?" He just 
nodded, and she walked through his room to the suitcase which was standing in front of the table where he 
had put the letter on. "What is this?" she noticed the envelope and grabbed it. "Wait- there's my name on it" 
Tuomas jumped onto his feet within a second and ran at her, pulled the letter from her hands and hid it 
behind his back. He regretted the sudden rumning immediately, his feet started to shiver and he crashed to the 
ground, trying to take away the force of his fall by putting his hands onto the floor, causing his wound to 
start bleeding again. He yelped out and rolled himself on the side, curled himself up, trying to stop the bleeding, 
tears running down his face again. Tarja knelt down beside him instantly, grabbed his arm and got white in 
shock when she recognized he would die if she didnt stop the blood loss. Without another thought, she drew 
off her white silk blouse and wrapped it around his upper arm to suppress the blood flow inside of his veins. 
She tied it tightly around his arm and shook her head in disbelief. "You are killing yourself," she whispered, not 
able to speak up loudly. She hadn't been in the mood for saving someone's life this evening, after a mind- 
blowing concert, she just wanted to look after Tuomas for to make sure he was alright, after he had started 
crying onstage when they played Ever Dream. She just wanted to come over, he had left the concert moments 
after the show was over, while the others still were enjoying the perfect evening. She had walked after him in 
the hotel, changed her dress and called her husband to wait for her with the others at the place and then, 
she walked over to Tuomas’ room. But she hadt been expecting to find him bleeding like hell in the shower. 
While he slowly calmed down a bit, she caressed his wet curls softly, his head laying on her legs. Slowly, the 
bleeding stopped, while her blouse was ruined, but she had managed to save him, that was all she wanted to 
do. "Better?" she asked softly when he sniffed and raised his head, only nodding to answer her. "Fine then" A 
smile crossed her face and she stood up, pulling him slowly on his feet. "Get on the bed," she then ordered, and 
he did as he was told. He laid down on the bed sheets and sighed deeply, his breath still quivering. As she 
looked at his face, she felt like a thorn stabbed her heart and choked her throat. He looked like a ghost, with 
the dark tearstains of his makeup across his cheeks, the wet black hair surrounding his face in adhesive wisps, 
and the fragile body with the wet clothes on it looked even more bony than before, though she had thought 
this was not possible. She stood up, walked across the room and tried to ignore the bloody mess he had made, 
and grabbed the first-aid box from the wall. She wasn't quite a good nurse, but she knew how to close a 
wound with some tape, and she disinfected the wound before she put the tape on his skin. He didnt move when 
the alcohol touched the open flesh, he just laid there motionless, his eyes shut, he almost seemed like he was 
dead. Only the breath lifting up his chest made her sure he was still alive. 


Tarja smiled at the night porter when she entered the hotel hall. She crossed the glamorous room and laid her 
hands on the counter, then she spoke: "I have a little request, if you don't mind" The man, an elder guy with 
short grey hair and a moustache over his thin lips, smiled courteous and nodded. "Of course, Miss! What can | 
do for you?" She sighed and scratched her hair. On second thought, she realized how stupid the question was 
that crossed her mind, but she just said: "There’s a young man in the room No. IBO, and he isn't feeling quite 
well today. | would like to have a second key to that room so that | can enter it later without his help." The 
porter grinned. "I saw him," he said. "You must be his girlfriend then"Tarja blushed and shook her head 
immediately, her black hair flowing through the air. "No! God in heaven, no!" she laughed nervously. "I'm just a 
good- er- friend. Nothing more. I'm like his sister, you know?" He nodded, but the grin on his face didn't fade 
away, on contrary, it just got bigger. He handed her out the second key and winked at her. The young woman 


blushed heavily and murmured a "thanks", grabbed the key and left the hotel hall. On the way back to the 
concert hall, she couldn't stop herself from asking what had caused the keyboarder to this action because she 
didn't understand him for one second. She knew he had some bad times, and the tour life seemed to be hard 
for him this time because she was able to hear him crying at right behind the hotel wall, but she had no clue 
what made him so desperate that he wanted to cut off his own life. She knew it wasn't a good idea to leave 
him alone right now, but she left her phone in Marcelo’s bag and her husband was still with the guys. If she 
wanted to call one of them to look after Tuomas, she would have needed her phone, because using public 
phones was on her contrary, and she also didnt want other people to hear what she was talking about. So, she 
had told Tuomas to stay in bed, after that, she removed everything possibly lethal from his room, what also 
included a glass table. She knew how crazy he could be, and to break glass or mirrors wasnt a new thing so 
she wouldn't have wondered if he had tried to destroy the table, only for to get a sharp shard and cut 
himself again. He seemed to be fallen asleep when she was ready, and she used the occasion to search for the 
letter with her name on it- but she couldn't find anything. Wherever it was, he would keep it. And whatever 
was written in the letter- she would never know it. With a deep sigh, she entered the concert area and tried 
to think of something she could tell the others, because if they had known what Tuomas did, they would rush 
up to him and try to find out what happened. No, it would be better if they didn't know it. She entered the 


backstage room, and putting on a perfect smile when the others saw her. 


Marcelo looked at her with the strange look that made her shiver in fear every time. His dark eyes dug into 
hers, and he didn't seem to be very excited at the moment. It wasnt the usual Marcelo-is-the-boss-and-you- 
know-this-stare, it was different this time. When he finally opened his mouth to say something, she realized 
she had forgotten to breathe. "Where have you been so long?" her husband asked her harshly. "I told you," 
she said, "| have been in the hotel to change dress and then l-" "You what?" Marcelo clenched his jaws angrily. 
"You have been with Tuomas, right?""Marcelo, |-" "So it’s true?" He laughed sarcastically. "Oh, how wonderful, 
that you two finally found each other. | am so glad," he hissed. "I hope you will get happy with him.""Marcelo, | 
am trying to tell you he wanted to kill himself," she suddenly shouted, not being able to hear her husband 
talking like that. "He cut his arm so deep that he almost died! | found him in the bathroom and it took me quite 
a time to get him well again!" Her husband just raised an eyebrow. "This doesn't sound very exciting," he said 
unimpressed. "You know how he is." Tarja started to ask herself if everything was okay with her ears. "What did 
you just say?" she whispered. "Oh, come on" Marcelo laughed and took his glass of red wine. "You know how 
strange he behaves all the time, don't you? Oh, yes, you DO know, you two share the same band for years. | 
wonder when he wanted to do that."Tarja was now sure she had to check her ears. "What do you mean with 
that?" she asked shocked. "Do you mean you did know he wanted to do that? Then why the hell didn’t you tell 
me?" The man laughed out. "You know how he is, Tarja, just listen to his songs. They are full of death longing. It 
was just a matter of time when he wanted to do it""A matter of time?" The young woman stared at her 
husband in disbelief and upcoming rage. What the hell did he think Tuomas was doing? Was it all a joke for him? 
"A matter of time?" she repeated loudly. "Marcelo, | think we need to talk about your future at my side with 
this behavior!" Marcelo frowned. "And | think we should talk about YOUR future with the band," he snorted and 
pulled out a letter from his jacket. The singer started to shiver when she saw her name was written on it- 
and it was already open. "| allowed myself to read the nice lines your dear Poet handed out," he grinned evil. 
She took a moment to think of it, but then, she grabbed the letter and read the lines. During the time, 


Marcelo sat in front of her, his legs crossed, the hands folded on his belly, a content smile on the face. When 


she finished it, her face was white like snow and her hands were trembling. She put down the letter slowly, 
then raised her head and took a deep breath. "I think | need to go now," she said calmly and stood up, grabbed 
her jacket and left the restaurant, ignoring Marcelo who shouted after her, calling her back. Her heart ached 
when she finally reached the outside of the restaurant, she barely could breathe. What the hell was Marcelo 
thinking? That she didnt know how much he hated Tuomas? The lines written in the letter were just too much 
of her husband's style, she knew how Tuomas wrote letters. And the one thing she could say right now, as 
she rushed back to the hotel, was that her husband, how ever he did it, had managed to force the band 


members sign the letter he forced Tuomas to write. 
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Tuomas looked up astonished when Tarja entered his room, completely out of breath, her black wisps in 
disorder and her pale cheeks blushing. He still laid on the bed, his white back turned to her when she came in, 
the black curls laying around his head like a bed of wool. He turned his head and looked at her in concern, 
obviously asking himself what had made her to break into his room again. But she didn't mind for one second. 
She whirled around, shut the door and locked it, drew off her jacket and ran towards him. The young man 
turned around fully and sat up in the bed, the blanket slipping off his white body, and his eyes widened when 
she neared. "Tarja," he said in surprise, "What are you.." He didn’t get any further.The singer reached out her 
white hands, taking a gentle hold of his head, and rushed forward, her eyes glaring into his. He opened his 
mouth to ask her once again what she was doing in his room, but before he could do so, her lips laid on his, 
her tongue entering his mouth and caressing his. He winced, shocked by the unexpected kiss, and she broke it 
immediately. His eyes stared into hers with a mixture of surprise and fear, not knowing what she was doing. 
"What the.." he began, but she put her fingers on his lips and shook her head. "No word,” she said, "Not one 
word." She removed her fingers, kissed his pale lips again, putting more passion into it than before while her 
fingers went across his chest, making him shiver."Tarja, please," he silently moaned and softly pushed her away. 
"What is wrong?" she asked, a glare of innocence in her green eyes. "What is wrong?" He laughed and she 
noticed his eyes filled up with tears. "Nothing, just the fact that you just kissed me. Twice." "No," she broke 
into his words and her lips closed his mouth once again. She caressed his dried curls and his cold back, slowly 
releasing him again. "Thrice," she then said with a smile in her mouth angle. "Tarja, l- | dont know what you are 
doing," he admitted and looked at her. "Why are you doing this? And where is your husband?" "My husband? 
Who cares about my husband," she murmured while her hands started to open her blouse. Tuomas moved 
back, away from her, being too shocked as if he could believe it. "You cant mean this," he said when she 
opened the last button. "You must be drunk" The young woman just smiled and knelt down on the bed next to 
him, tearing off her blouse. "It’s not the time for games," she repeated softly. "| am sober like no one else, and 
my mind is fine."Before he was able to say something, she kissed him again, as passionate and tender as 
before, but slowly going rough. He jerked his head away, breaking the kiss even though his heart fluttered and 
every pain seemed to fade away. "Tarja, you cant do this," he said again, "This is madness. You are married" 
"To a guy who wants me to break off with my own band, forcing you guys to write me a letter," she 
murmured and tore off her blouse, showing the dark bra she was wearing. "God, no, Tuomas, this is not 
madness. And you said it yourself: Entwined in finding you one day." "..What?" "Ever dream of me?" Tarja 
smiled. "You said it yourself. Dream of me." He looked at her, and suddenly, he couldnt fight back the tears any 
longer, he started to cry heavily, his fragile body trembling in sobs again. He leaned forward, placing his hands 
on her cheeks, and kissed her, a deep, passionate and intense kiss that caused her to moan when his tongue 
met hers. The tears that ran down his face covered her hands which she had put on his cheeks again, then 


slowly moved down his chin and his neck, caressing his white shoulders and entangling themselves into his curls. 
He raised his head when she grabbed for her bra, and he blushed, turning his face away. "We can't do this," he 
sniffed. "It’s impossible."She smiled and put her hands on his face again. "Dont you want this?" she asked. His 
eyes burned with fire, and he didnt seem to know what to say. "Oh god, yes, but- no, | mean, no, we can‘t-" 


"See?" Tarja stared intensively into his eyes. "Then just shut up." 


Her lips slowly moved down his neck and a shiver ran through his slender body when she continued her kisses 
on his chest, going down over his belly, while her hands caressed his chest and waist, slowly pulling down the 
blanket. He wore nothing but his pants, a visible bulge turning out between his tights, dark pubic hair curling 
out over the hem of his underwear. "Seeing you enjoy iT," she murmured, while her fingers moved down and 
glided along his hardened manhood. He moaned in pleasure, a sweaty drop running down his forehead. She smiled 
when she felt how he got harder under her touch, her fingers softly caressing his shaft through the 
trousers, and leaned forward, kissing him passionately again. He moaned softly into her mouth when their 
tongues touched each other, creating a tender dance of passion and lust. Her hands left his manhood again, 
tangling her fingers into his hair when he grabbed around her chest and unlocked her bra, slowly removing it, 
adoring what he saw. "God..Tarja, you are beautiful," he sighed, lifting his head and touching her breasts with 
his lips, softly sucking one of her nipples while his other hand caressed the other one. She moaned loudly, 
feeling herself getting wet when he touched her, feeling his touch like thousands of burning needles into her 
skin His hand wandered downwards from her breast, the soft fingertips stroking over her body and sliding 
under her pants, then touching her most private parts. She moaned again, even louder than before, and dug 
her fingers into his curls, pressing his head against her chest. He removed her pants, throwing them away 
onto the floor, and lowered himself under her body, his face now reaching her tights. Without hesitating 
anymore, he slid his tongue into her warm wetness, her taste almost driving him crazy. The young woman 
panted out his name when he kissed her most private area, a hot shiver running down her fragile body. "Oh 
my God..Tuomas.." her nails dug into his skin, leaving short scratches on his back. She never had imagined him 
to be that tender and soft, so full of passion in his touch. Knowing that he was an emotional young man, she 
didn't even think about how he behaved in bed, feeling guilty of having such thoughts because of how he 
treasured innocence. At least- she thought like that until now, but had to admit she couldn't stop herself 
thinking and dreaming of him and his soft lips. Even when she laid next to her husband, she saw Tuomas’ face 
in front of her, his fragile body, the white, soft skin. And now, she couldn't sustain the desire anymore, feeling 
like she never had wanted anyone so badly ever before. Her hands ran down his chest and belly, caressing his 
hard-on again while he lifted his head and kissed her white breasts again, his warm tongue stroking over her 
skin She moaned, feeling that she got even more wet, the lust almost burning her. When her fingers closed 
around his shaft, he moaned into her breasts, sweat dropping down from his forehead. He closed his eyes, 
softly panting out her name, his warm breath touching her skin like fire. She pushed his shoulders back into 
the cushions, looking into his dark wolf eyes that were burning of lust and anticipation, a soft breath leaving 
his smiling lips. She smiled back, and slowly sat down on his hardened manhood, sliding into her warm wetness. 
The young man let out a loud moan when he felt himself entering her, his heartbeat sped up and he closed his 
eyes in passion when she started to rock her hips against him, starting slowly, then speeding up. She panted 
out heavily, feeling him moving in and out of her, her hands digging into his shoulders. Suddenly everything 
seemed to fade away, everything she felt, everything she saw, was him, knowing that she never wanted to 
stop this. "Oh my God.yes... give it to me, please.." He sat up, wrapping his arms around her chest, his warm, 
soft hands caressing her skin and making her shiver while his lips touched hers again, his tongue slid into her 


mouth and playing with hers once more. He moaned, feeling that he couldn't hold back any longer, sweat running 
down his forehead and back, while she rode him faster and faster. He clenched his jaws, finally let out a loud 
scream when he came, and seconds later, she climaxed when his hot juice shot into her, panting out his name 
and throwing her head back. Panting, he laid back, when she slumped down on his chest, her head laying on his 
shoulder. "Oh god, | love you," he panted, breathing heavily, turned his head and kissed her passionately. Within 
a second, she jerked her head and looked at him, her eyes staring into his, full of confusion and shock. 

"What did you say?" she asked, her voice still trembling. "What did you just say?" He remained silent, knowing 
she had heard him clearly. He was terrified of her reaction to his words, and he was even more shocked that 
he really had said what he wanted to tell her since eight years. Her eyes widened slowly in time when he didn't 
answer her. "Did you just say." "I love you," he repeated. "And | love you since the first moment | saw you." 
Tarja gulped. "Oh my god," she whispered. "I am sorry for telling you this way, but remember, you asked for 
this.""And | had a reason," she answered and her eyes dug into his. "Because." "Because..what?"She closed her 
eyes and he noticed how hard it was for her to tell him what she wanted to say. "Because | love you, too.” 
Blushing, she opened her eyes again and looked into his. He stopped breathing."Now you know," she murmured, 
putting her cheek on his shoulder, and glancing through the room. Tuomas couldn't hold back the tears which 
came to his eyes, he started to cry and sob, wrapping his arms around her and digging his head into her hair. 
"Is this true?" he asked, his voice quivering in tears. "It is true,’ she whispered back. "I do love you." He sobbed 
into her hair like a little child into it’s mother’s lap. "God, Tarja, | should've told you ages ago! | am such a 
coward!" he cried, his fragile body shivering and trembling, being moved by his mighty sobs. "You are not a 
coward," she murmured into his ear, her lips touching his skin. "I was aware of this somehow but | didnt 
believe it for real.. It was too wonderful to be real.. but it is." She lifted her head, softly striking away the 
black strains in his face. "| wish | never had married that guy," she murmured before her lips met his again, 
the two sharing a long, deep kiss. "This may sound weird now, but." He bit his lip and scratched his hair- "Why 
did you marry him?"Tarja looked into his eyes, and suddenly, they both burst into laughter. She wiped off a 
tear from her cheek as she had recovered from the laughing attack, and shook her head. "| have no idea,” she 
said grinning. "Perhaps | had been out with Marco for some drinks when Marcelo asked me for proposal and | 
was drunk." Tuomas giggled. "You know what he wanted to do, right?"" The letter? Yes." She nodded. "Oh god 
forgive me, | could kill him for that. Stupid asshole." He raised his eyebrows. "Bad girl," he murmured, kissing 
her again. Suddenly, she moved away from his lips. "He is the reason, right?" she asked then. "The reason? For 
what?""Your suicide try. He did something to you and he threatened you to do it again" His eyes widened, and 
he felt a cold shiver running down his body. "Oh dear god." he whispered. "You too?"She gulped. "Half a year 
ago, after a gig, he called me from the hotel and when | went back, he told me he would publish the meaning 
of a song you wrote if | didnt stop wearing the bracelet you gave me on my 30th birthday," she admitted and 
he noticed her eyes were sparkling of tears. "He told me he would publish all our secrets and tear the band 
apart if | didn’t stop flying with you in a plane.." She suddenly started to cry, and covered her eyes with her 
hand. Tuomas wrapped his arms around her, kissing her forehead and whispering "It's all right, all right" into 
her ear. He caressed her white shoulders which were barely warm anymore, on the contrary, she got even 
more cold due to her horrible memories and the sobs that were bursting her fragile body right now. The 
young man grabbed the blanket and cuddled themselves up, wrapping his legs around hers tightly. She sniffed 
and looked into his eyes. "I am cold," she whispered and he felt her shiver. "I am so cold.” A soft smile crossed 
his pale face when their eyes met again. Seconds later, he rolled onto her, digging her wrists into the cushions, 


kissing her neck and moving downwards. 


Confronting 
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When she woke up, the first thing she saw was the young man next to her who had wrapped his arms around 
her shoulders, his black curls laying around his head like a veil. He breathed softly, his dark eyes closed, and 
for the first time in her life, she recognized how long and curved his eyelashes were. The warmth of his skin 
on hers was wonderful, and even though the windows were open and it had snowed during the night, she wasnt 
cold. A feeling she never had- safety. Right here in his arms, she felt like no one could ever harm her again, 
not her husband, not any person on this earth. She leaned forward and kissed his high forehead softly, not 
wanting to wake him up. His breath touched her skin like a soft kiss of warmth, and she noticed that his pale 
lips were opened a bit. She put her head on the cushion again, watching his sleep and asking herself how she 
never had noticed his beauty and tenderness. Her memories of the last night came back slowly, and a smile 
crossed her face when she remembered everything. It had been perhaps the most enchanting night she ever 
had, and she wished it was still dark outside. Without even noticing it, she started humming: "I wish for this 
night-time to last for a lifetime." When he suddenly began to blink and yawned, she immediately stopped 
singing and smiled into his opening eyes. "Oh please, sing on," he murmured smiling. "It’s the best waking up | 
can imagine.."She giggled and kissed him softly on the lips. "Good morning," she whispered into his mouth. Tuomas 
smiled and kissed her back, hugging her tightly. "Good morning," he replied, and stroked her nose with his own. 
His dark eyes gazed into hers and she felt a shiver running down her spine. "God for all sakes," she whispered, 
"You are so beautiful." "No," he murmured softly, "You are." She blushed, slowly raising her arm and caressing 
his face. "I still cant believe it," she whispered. "You... and me? This is a dream | never imagined to come true...” 
"| wished for this since | met you first," he sighed, "And | always had faith and hope that this dream will finally 
become real His eyes sparkled, a small tear running down his cheek, but it seemed to be a joyful tear. "You 
can't imagine how much | love you.."As an answer, she only kissed him again, making him quiet first, but then 
he started to moan softly when the kiss deepened. Feeling how he got hard on her, she turned around and 
wrapped one leg over his, straddling onto his tights with a delight smirk in her mouth angle. The blanket slid 
from her shoulders, giving a full sight of her white body, only covered by some black strains of her silky hair. 
She leaned forward and started to kiss his white chest all over, her soft lips moving down as she did it before. 
His breath got deeper, and he closed his eyes in pleasure and upcoming lust. When her mouth reached his 
tight, he bit his lip and turned his head back, the muscles staring out under his white skin. She smiled when 
she felt his manhood getting even harder, and herself getting wet in anticipation. Not able to stop herself now, 
her fingers closed around his shaft, directing him into herself, letting out a loud moan when she finally sat on 
him. The young man panted out a few words she didn't understand, and instead of asking what he had said, she 
started to ride him, slowly and passionate. Her hands laid down on his chest when she moved faster, feeling 
him sliding in and out of her. She tensed her fingers, the nails leaving short red scratches on his body, and he 


moaned loudly in Passion and Pain when she almost made him bleed. "Oh god, yes... he panted out, raised his 


hands into her hair and kissed her, his tongue entering her mouth and playing with hers. The young woman 
laid down a hand on his neck and pressed him back into the cushions, not allowing him to move under her 
hands. She moved faster and faster, rocking her hips against his, her moans increasing with every minute. 
Suddenly, he grabbed her arm and hugged her, turned around and placed her on her back. With one hand, he 
held her wrists over her head, while his other hand caressed her breast, his skilled fingers playing with her 
ripple. She panted out his name when he slid deeper into her warm wetness, begging him to go faster. He sped 
up, ramming himself inside her, sweat running down his skin She whimpered in passion when he sped up even 
more, wrapping her legs around his back and holding him tight. "Give it to me," she moaned, "Give it to me.. 
Please..." Giving into her pleas, he went faster and faster even though he didnt think this was possible, and she 
clenched her jaws, feeling the upcoming orgasm taking every part of her body. She started panting heavily, her 
eyes looking deeply into his when he thrust himself into her, his hard-on sliding in and out of her. He bit his lip 
when he felt his climax nearing, and as she tightened her muscles around him, letting out a loud scream when 
she came, he let go as well, his hot juices shot into her. Completely out of breath, he took a moment to 
recover, but he failed and slumped onto her body. She panted as heavy as before, not able to speak up so far. 
After a few moments, she found the words that came out of her mouth: "God in heaven", she moaned, "This... 
was..Wow." A little laughter crossed her face, “Just. wow" Tuomas could barely move, now he felt the pain 
inside of his arm again, but he ignored it. Another heavy pant left his throat and he decided not to move aside, 
feeling the soft skin on his as a far too big pleasure. "Can't we just stay here forever?" he asked into her hair. 
She grinned and nodded. "Wherever you want, my love," she answered smiling and bend over to kiss his soft 
lips, as a heavy knock made the door quake, and a second later, three men stood in the room, their jaws 
dropping on their chests as they saw the two lovers in their faithful embrace. 

Jukka was the first one to find his words again. "Er- guys?" he asked, while some blush reddened his face. 
"What are you doing?" Emppu pushed him into the shoulder. "Open your eyes and see it," he murmured. Tarja 
squeezed her eyes and hid under Tuomas, while the young man raised the blanket and curled himself up under 
it. But they couldn't provide that their friends had seen everything.Seriously’, the drummer walked across the 
room and knelt down beside the bed, "What are you two doing under this blanket? Can someone please tell me?" 
Tuomas raised the blanket, his black curls covering Tarja’s naked body. "Julius, would you mind to piss off?" he 
asked friendly, but straight. "Can't you see we are busy?"Suddenly, Jukka burst into laughter, accompanied by 
Marco and Emppu. The three men were laughing their guts off, while Tuomas and Tarja still laid under the 
blanket, hiding from their friend's view. "Can you tell me why you are laughing your guts out?" Tuomas glanced 
angrily at the drummer. "Jukka, what the hell is up?" "Ugh- nothing." The drummer giggled. "It's just that 
Marcelo is in the next elevator on the way up here and I'm not sure if he..""OH MY GOD LOCK THE DOOR!" 
Tarja screamed out, jumped out of the bed and hid herself behind it, tearing the blanket down with her and 
leaving Tuomas naked on the bed. The young man blushed heavily when he recognized he showed his naked ass 
to all of his friends, and jumped right after her behind the bed. "MARCO FOR ALL SAKES CLOSE THE DOOR!" 
Tarja shouted, her voice fighting with the tears of fear. The tall man realized what would happen if he didn't 
obey her, and he pushed Emppu into the apartment, ran behind him through the door and slammed it close, 
seconds before Marcelo walked around the corner. He locked the door from the inside to make sure Tarja’s 
husband wouldn't be able to enter. Panting and grinning, he leaned his back against the wall. Tarja raised her 
head from behind the bed and looked over the mattress. "Is it locked?" she asked frightenedMarco nodded 
smiling, as a heavy knock made the door quake and the friends inside the room winced in fear. "TARJA!" 
Marcelo’s voice shouted loudly from the outside. "Are you in there?" The young woman got white and hid 


behind the bed againAnother heavy knock. "TUOMAS! If you want to keep your band as it is, let my wife out! 


IMMEDIATELY!" "What shall we do?" Emppu looked around between the guys. "What shall we do?" His voice 
trembled and he seemed to be afraid of what was standing outside of the door Suddenly, Tarja wrapped the 
blanket around her body and stood up. "Marcelo? Is that you?" she asked loudly." YES! Tarja, come out! AT 
ONCE!" The young woman grabbed her skirt and her blouse and put down the blanket, ignoring the stare of her 
band mates when she dressed. Then, without another word, she unlocked the door and opened it. 

Marcelo grabbed her arm and pulled her roughly out of the room. "Where the hell have you been?" he 
shouted. "I called you several times, you didn't answer the phone! Even the others didnt know where you 
werel" He quit talking for a few moments, his eyes glanced into the room, and Tarja knew he saw what had 
happened the night before. Suddenly, he started to laugh sarcastically and let go off her arm. "Oh, | see," he 
snarled. "Had some nice time with Tuomas, huh?" "Marcelo, |.:" she started, but the heavy slap into her face 
cut off her words, her head was thrown aside and she stumbled a few steps back into the room before she 
felt hardly on the ground, groaning out in pain Marcelo moved after her into the room, walked over her and 
ran towards Tuomas who had jumped on his feet as he saw her falling, wearing his black pants again. "You, 
mindless ghoul!" The man grabbed his hair and spanked his face. "I told you what will happen to you if you don't 
let her gol"And he spanked the young man again, even harder than before. Marco took a step towards him 
while Jukka got the singer back on her feet again. "Marcelo, stop it, please," the bassist said with a calming, 
but worried voice. "Nothing happened between them, | promise it” "SHUT UP, LIAR!" Marcelo suddenly held a 
knife in his hand. "Shut up or- God help me- | will kill him!" While saying those words, he turned behind Tuomas 
and held the blade under the young man’s chin"Marcelo, | beg you," Marco repeated. “Tarja spend the night 
here but because of his wound. It would've killed him if." "What part of shut up didnt you understand?" 
Marcelo pulled back Tuomas’ hair, making the keyboarder groan in pain as the blade cut into his neck, a small 
blood strain running down his skin. Suddenly, Tarja shrieked out loudly and ran towards the men, grabbed her 
husband's arm and turned it away. "Don't," she screamed, "God for all sakes, don't harm him!" The man looked 
astonished into her green eyes. "Oh..and why, do you think, should | do what you tell me?" He tensed his 
muscles."God, Marcelo, | LOVE HIM!" she cried out, tears coming into her eyes. Her husband's face lost every 
expression within a second. He got white, then red, and he gasped for air. "What?" he snapped out and let go 
off Tuomas’ hair; the keyboarder coughed and stumbled to the ground. "You heard me, Marcelo," she repeated. 
"| love him and | want the divorce."Marcelo stared at her in disbelief, his reddened face slowly turning white 
again. Then, he nodded. "You little slut." The young woman widened her eyes. "What?"He laughed. "So, that's it? 
That's the end? Oh hell, how blind | have been.not to see your sights at him, not to know what you two were 
planning all the time! You god damn slut!" His eyes started to glow red in rage and his breath increased. 
Suddenly, he jumped at her, grabbing her throat, and strangled her neck with his strong hands. The singer 
coughed and tried to push him away, but he was too strong. Her pale skin turned blue when her breath was 
suppressed, and she coughed even more. Marcelo’s face was red in rage, his veins occurred out of his neck, 
his hands tightening around his wife's neck. "You slut, you devilish little slut," he spat out, spittle dropping from 
his lips. "You will never sing again, little nightingale! You damn little bitch!" Marco jumped at Marcelo, reaching 
out for his hands, but the man kicked after the bassist and hit his belly; Marco flew back and burst into the 
glass table which cracked into thousands of pieces. Jukka knelt down next to Marco who's head was bleeding 
severely, while Emppu just stood there and stared in disbelief. Tarjas eyes rolled around, her breath leaving 
her body, her white skin was almost dark violet. "You will never touch anyone else but me," Marcelo panted 
out, he was obviously turned on by strangling her, a bulge had formed out in his trousers. "Never anybody 
else but your.." Suddenly, he froze in his motion. The grip of his fingers around her neck lowered, and she 


immediately collapsed on the floor, coughing and crying at the same time. She looked up to see what made her 


insane husband stop strangling her, and she barely could suppress the scream when she saw the blade sticking 
out of his mouth and the blood that now splattered on the ground and the wall. Tuomas stood behind him, 
tears in his eyes, and the fingers of his right hand were still wrapped around the knife hold. 


